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think about it, the strain and the uneasiness, the
weariness; he thought they had all been a little mad.
He did not want to think about it; he avoided
any place where he might meet Rosa; it seemed
to bring back that smell of graveyard earth that
had clung to him in the cemetery in those days
of rain.
He had been ill. The rages and worries of those
weeks had turned inwards and burnt themselves
out in fever and sweats and thirstiness and aching
bones, and then the thought of Rosa had tor-
mented him; she was the fever and the thirst, and
as they sweated themselves away she was still there,
a perpetual ache that he thought he would never
lose. At night when the fever was bad he shouted
for her, asked William to fetch her and thought
that she was there, wanting him, begging him to
love her, and he screamed to William to take her
away,
William went out to Gray and fell into a chair;
he was tired and uneasy.
"Perhaps he was right and all of us were
wrong," he said, "We shouldn't have interfered.
There are things we tamper with and afterwards
wonder how the hell we dared/'
"Tcha!" said Gray. "You want a drink. He's
not dying, he's only rather ill. You were per-
fectly right, and he was a silly young as$o"
"I'm not sure," said William.
That was what Catherine said: *Tm not sure,
Stephen," and could have bitten out her tongue
for saying it.